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Prologue- IT Years Ago 


Author's Notes: 
A very late second entry for the lyrics inspired challenge. Couldn't resist not doing it once | got the idea. 


Some of them were still breathing. And hardly that. They were struggling to breathe; impaled inner workings 
trying their best to function through all the leaked fluids. Many whimpered for help as the young prince walked 
through the battlefield behind his father. Gurgling lungs giving out and the bodies dying as he stared. He stayed 
close to the King's legs, struggling to match his stride. Stepping over limbs and torsos, puddles of blood and 
sometimes even removed heads if the assailant had been feeling particularly rambunctious. The metallic sting 
of blood had infiltrated the prince's nose the second he had stepped past the gates of the Underworld and still 
hadn't settled into familiarity, even after it seemed he had been walking beside his father for an eternity and a 
half. 


Every time he had asked where they were going, the answer had been the same: utter silence and a look of 
combine disdain and sadness from his father. He had to learn better than to ask about the events that just 
occurred, the reason behind the thousands of dead and injured bodies that littered the empty, flat space 


between the Underworld and the Overworld. It had a name, but the Prince could never remember it, as he was 


completely and totally forbidden to cross into its borders to play. Or anywhere past the gates of the 
Underworld. But this wasn't a game anymore. Nothing was a game anymore. War and battle had never been his 


concern until he saw the effects. 


Over the horizon, the Prince saw two other upright figures. They didn't seem to be healers, as one of them 
was quite tall and the other only came up to the tall one's knees. They walked over the fallen warriors with as 


much disregard as the King. 
Were they Overworlders? 


The Prince had heard many things about the Overworlders. Mostly bad. That they lived in a world without 


order and rules. Few laws and no punishments. 
The Prince shuddered at the thought. How could they possibly function in such a world? 


As they came closer, the Prince could see them better, and, squinting hard, could make out features. The two 
of them had light blonde hair; the tall one's hair being short, and the short one's going down to his shoulders 
and possibly beyond. They seemed to be father and son, judging from the way the shorter figure was hiding 
behind the taller one as they came closer into view. 


He was nervous about something. 
But what? The bodies? 


One would think he had enough time to get used to the blood and decay that surrounded them. The Prince 
certainly had. Though not the smell.. 


As the two Overworlders approached even closer, the Prince could distinguish the shine of a crown on the 
head of the father. But it wasn't black and twisted like the crown on the head of his own father. It shone like 
the sun and gleamed gold. These two weren't simply Overworlders, they were the King and Prince of the 


Overworld. 

"Father, why are they here?" The Prince whispered up. 

"To form a blood bond, my son. An ancient tradition to be carried out between Kings. And that is why you are 
here as well. To meet your sworn enemy. To recognize his face so that someday you may see it again when 
you slay him and take the Overworld as your own" The words of his father came from cold lips, not looking 
down at the Prince and keeping his stride even and long. 


In the distance, the Overworlders stopped walking and glared across the field of bodies. 


"The war is over, my friend Once again, we have defeated your pitiful army!" The Overworld King yelled 


joyfully. 


"At what price? My son will eventually take my place and take your precious Overworld!" The Underworld King 
yelled back, gripping the Prince's shoulders tightly. The Prince looked down in shame, hoping his long brown hair 
would cover the fear he knew his face betrayed. The Overworld King laughed, a deep, hearty, boastful laugh. 


"Little By-Tor is no match for my Snow Dog." He gripped the shoulders of his son, patting him on the back 
hard. The Overworld Prince was also looking down at the ground. The Underworld Prince had to wonder if it 
were for the same reasons. Whatever the reason, he knew he didn't want to fight this boy. Not now, and not 
in a million years. There was an unspoken similarity between the two. Neither wanted war, and neither wanted 


to have to follow in their father's footsteps. But they had to. For the sake of their worlds. 


‘| will not have you refer to my son by that cursed name." The Underworld King growled. "If you must speak 
of him, call him Geddy. It's his given name." 


"I will call your offspring whatever | please. If he is anything like you, he will merit the name By-Tor. My Alex 
will see to that” As the Overworld King spoke, he slapped his son's shoulder with every word, causing him to 
wince in pain. "A war for our sons to win. But until then, we will be at peace." 


The two Kings let go of their sons’ shoulders and withdrew daggers from their robes, each slicing the palm of 
their hand down the middle. Fresh blood dripped down onto the stained ground as they approached each other, 
hands outstretched. The two bloody hands connected, forming the ancient bond. A promise of peace between 
Kings. A promise that there would be no more war until they were both gone on to the next life. A promise 
that the war fought between the two worlds would be put on hold until their sons could continue it. A promise 
that someday the two frightened children, each looking at the ground in shame and fear, would have to 
someday kill one another. 


Prologue- [3 Years Ago 


Battle had ceased for a few years. The remaining warriors and medics from both worlds had joined together to 
clean up the battlefield as best they could. Most of the bodies had been buried, but not all of them could be 
moved without falling apart into a pile of various bones. It had been brutal; no doubt about that. The dusty, 
empty space between the two worlds had once again returned to its deathly silent glory. If one could call it 


that. 


From the palace in the Underworld, the Prince could see over the empty space. Almost far enough over that 
on a clear night, he could see the Overworld moon. But there weren't many clear nights. Usually a fog traipsed 
over the palace, obscuring all view and leaving the Prince to have little to do other than walk around and listen 
to the cries and wails of the damned; the ones who broke the rules of the Underworld and were sentenced to 
eternity in the dungeon under the palace. He'd walk by their cells and they'd cry out to him, using his name 
instead of his title. 


'Geddy, you know how to get me out, right?" 

"Geddy, it hurts!" 

‘Prince Geddy?!?" 

In a sick, twisted way, he enjoyed listening to their cries and pleas. He enjoyed knowing that those who broke 
the rules were punished for their misdeeds. It's what they deserved. Though he had to admit that maybe a 


few of the rules were a little strict... 


But even listening to torture bored him after years of listening to it. He'd exhausted the boundaries of the 
Underworld over and over. Nothing left to explore and nowhere left to play. Nowhere except.. the empty space. 


The thought had crossed his mind before, but always shaken away by the knowleage that it was against the 
rules. He was Prince, but breaking rules was still breaking rules. He'd be thrown in the dungeon, stripped of his 
title and spend the rest of his days in a tiny cell. 

Geddy sighed and made his way out of the dungeon and back up the seemingly endless stairs to his room. It 
was the second-highest in the palace, designed to tire out intruders before they could reach his room. Logical, 


in a way, but also exhausting. 


The window in his room was small, another way to deter intruders, but was big enough for Geddy to lean out 


and feel the wind blow his hair around his face as he looked over the empty space. So much room to explore.. 
But it's against the rules.. 


But when he was King, he could make his own rules. That's what Kings were for. A smile crossed his small face 


at the thought. 
A King makes his own rules.. 


Temptation overcame his mind and he turned on his heel, starting back down the endless stairs. As he ran, his 
excitement grew. Excitement at both the idea of a new land to explore and at the idea that he had to beat the 
rules. Sneak by them to have fun. It was dangerous and risky, but as the Prince ran, his white suit and long 


hair flapping behind him, he couldn't find it in his heart to care. 


Surrounding the Underworld was a tall fence of barbed wire with only one gate as an exit. Geddy had the 


password for the gate, but if he used it, his father would know. There was another way, however.. 
"Hey! You!" Geddy called up to the gatekeeper. 


"Is that you, my Prince?" The old man called back. He didn't have the sharpest hearing anymore, and neither 
the best eyesight. But he had been guarding this gate longer than Geddy had been alive, and most likely longer 
than his father and grandfather had been alive. "You know your father doesn't want you to leave the 
Underworld. It is against the rules." 


Geddy took a deep breath and stared intently into the eyes of the gatekeeper. 


"You are to open the gate. You are to let me through the gate. You are to close the gate. You are not to tell 
my father if he asks." With the title of Prince of the Underworld, a gift came. To influence the minds of 
others with nothing more than eye contact and precise, short orders. Using his gift against beings of the 


Underworld was also against the rules. 


In his hypnotic trance, the gatekeeper followed his orders; unblinking, and never breaking eye contact with 


Geddy until the gate was closed and the young Prince blinked, breaking the trance. 
"Thank you." He nodded, then turned to survey the new world he had to explore. 


It was just as he had remembered it from four years before. Except clean of bodies and the intense, never- 
ending smell. What was new was the quiet. No crackle of flames in the distance. No screaming or crying from 
the dungeon. No explosions. Not even wind. Just silence. It filled Geddy's ears and head, almost suffocating in its 
addictiveness. A sweet silence that pushed all thoughts and worries out of his head. No need to worry where 
he was going. His feet would decide that for him. For now, he was just going straight ahead. Just like when he 
and his father had walked straight ahead past all the fallen warriors of the war. Memories of that day were 
hazy, but he was reminded of what had happened often. Of the blood bond. And of his mortal enemy; the Snow 


Dog. 


The name had always puzzled him. He didn't seem to be too snowy. Or much of a dog, either. He just seemed 
to be a Prince like him with a father who couldn't see that the feud between the two worlds was a useless 


endeavor. That was what he saw, but what he was told was far different. 


"The Snow Dog is evil You can never trust him or anything he fells you. He'll rip your heart out the second you 
furn your back on him. Kill him before he kills you." 


Was the meeting they had had so long ago just a ruse? Maybe he had been under orders to put up a shy 
front and throw Geddy off. Who to trust; his father or his intuition? 


"Stop right there, By-Tor!" A small voice behind him interrupted his ponderings. 


"What'd you call me?" Geddy asked, turning around. A boy about his height stood there, in a stance like he was 
preparing to battle. 


"By-Tor. It's the name of all the damned beasts of the Underworld" Upon closer inspection, a brief sparkling of 
familiarity struck. The long, sandy-coloured hair and the floppy, unruly clothes.. 


"You're the Snow Dog, aren't you?" Geddy accused. "My father said that you're an evil beast and never to 
trust you." 


"I's you Underworlders who shouldn't be trusted. You're all evil. Specifically you, By-Tor." Snow Dog snarled. 
Geddy narrowed his eyes angrily. 


"Don't call me that" He didn't know what the name meant, but he didn't like the way it was spat out like a 
mouthful of poison. 


"What are you doing in the Netherworld all alone, By- Jor?" Snow Dog teased. "I thought the Underworlders 


never disobeyed their precious rules" 


"At least we have rules." Geddy argued. "Better than you filthy Overworlders running around and doing 
whatever you please. And you call the Underworlders evil” 


"IFs right in your name." The Snow Dog started moving slowly, circling around Geddy like a wolf. He could see 
where the name Snow Dog came from. "By-Tor; Knight OF Darkness, Centurion Of Evil, Devil's Prince." 


“That's not my name!" Geddy insisted loudly. "My name is Geddy. That's all. 'm not By-Tor. | don't even know 


what that name means." Snow Dog paused in his circling and stood up, confusion plastered over his face. 


"My dad said that the Prince of the Underworld was named By-Tor. That it meant he was twice damned to 
Hell; once in birth and once in death. He said you spent all your time torturing people for fun." Snow Dog's 
voice trailed off dazedly. 


"Not just any people. The ones who break the rules. Rules are there to keep everyone happy and safe. If people 
break the rules, they go to the dungeon. When | go back, I'll probably have to go to the dungeon too.." Geddy 


sighed. "| broke the rules, so | deserve punishment." 


"Why'd you come out to the Netherworld?" Snow Dog asked quietly. 


"Just to play and explore. I'm not evil. | don't want to hurt you unless you hurt me. You seem like an okay kid, 


Snow Dog." 


"Call me Alex. Snow Dog is my name for war. | don't like it any more than you like being called By-Tor." Alex 


shivered. 
"So why do they call you Snow Dog?" Geddy asked, relaxing. 


"Cause of this." A bright flash of white light filled the space where Alex stood and when it faded, a wolf-like 
dog was in his place. It stood up to Geddy's shoulder, covered in shaggy white fur. The Dog pawed around 
Geddy, showing off its long, sleek body. It looked as if it was built for hunting and killing; a definite dog of war 
and no mercy. The only speck of humanity that remained was the shine of Alex through the coal black eyes. A 


second flash shone and disappeared quickly, causing Alex to return to standing 
"hate that dog..” He sighed, smoothing down his mussed-up hair. 

"Why? It looks so cool!" Geddy grinned 

"Snow Dog exists to kill and scare people. That's what the Overworld is.. No rules, but if you step too far out 


of what everyone does, you get eaten by the Snow Dog. Or the Night Dog in my dad's case." Alex sniffled, 
kicking a clump of dirt. "I hate it. | never want to be King. Not ever." Geddy took the boy's hand gently. 


"You don't have to. Do you think | want to make everyone so scared of breaking rules that I'm seen as evil? | 
don't want to be strict like my father. | have an idea" Alex looked up, his blue eyes trying their best to hold 


back their waterworks. 
"Yeah? What?" 


"What if we ran away? Just go into the Netherworld and not come back until our dads are dead. Then we can 
be our own Kings and not have to worry about hurting anyone." Geddy suggested, trying to keep his voice 


from shaking with fear and excitement. 


"Ran away? Like, you and me together?" Alex wiped his eyes with the back of his sleeve. "I'd like that. Let's go 
right now!" 


"Go where, Alex?" A deep, menacing voice asked from behind the two boys. "You better have a good reason for 
why By-Tor is still breathing." As the voice spoke, Geddy felt Alex's hand squeeze his own in mute terror. The 
two turned around and got a full view of the King of the Overworld in all his fury. 


"No reason, sir.." Alex whispered, his voice choking up with tears again. "How'd you know | was here?" 


"| saw you from the tower. But what are you waiting for now? He has no Hell beasts with him! Kill the 


bastard!" The voice of the King rose in anger as he spoke. 


"You seem to forget the blood bond, my friend. These two aren't to battle until we've both passed on to the 
next life." In the distance, Geddy could hear his own father shout. He must've ended the trance of the 


gatekeeper too early. 


"There's a difference between battle and assassination. | plan to have Snow Dog kill your son without a fight. 
Get rid of the spawn of Satan before he gets a chance to invoke another war." The Overworld King shouted 


back at The Underworld King. 


"Or we could both take our spawn back home and discipline them as we see fit." The Underworld King 
suggested. The Overworld King shrugged and tore Alex away from Geddy by the collar of his robe, pulling him 
back across the barren landscape of the Netherworld The Underworld King snapped his fingers twice and 
pointed at his feet in an order of ‘come here immediately’. As the two princes separated, they shared a final, 
longing gaze at each other, hoping they could one day rejoin and run away together away from the life fate 
had rolled out before them. 


